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My Somali driver explained to me that he was chosen
by the Ethiopian Government as a chauffeur because he
was Islam and did not drink " else who work machine? "

A fearful volley resounded from the back of the lorry.
Behind the driver's cab could be heard the exchange of
loud blows and the thud of heavy falling bodies. In my
extreme nervousness I reached for the door. " Don't
worry/3 laughed the Somali, cc they're only shooting into
the air. That means c Good-bye, I'm going to the war,
may not come back Jijiga again, so here's how.' "

At the _ wells more ammunition was expended on the
indifferent sky. In spite of the hand-to-hand fighting
none of the expeditionary force was injured and all seemed
very happy. A woman came running out of the town
gate shrieking to be taken to the war : they shoved her
into a lorry. Nagadras Basha paid some thalers over to
the Jijiga police. The two soldiers who had carried
intoxication too far were gently led out of the prison and
unchained. By two o'clock our mobilisation was finished,
and lorries rumbled off on the long three days' drive to
Daggahbur, Gorahai, Tafere Katama, a billowing line of
dust and brandished rifles and swords. Going to war is a
big show in Ethiopia ; sometimes you are drunk for days.

On the afternoon of the next day we left too, fairly
sober. Fifty men and four lorries, one of which carried
my fruit and another my whisky and soda water.

If you take the map of the Ogaden published by the
War Office you will find that the road from Jijiga to
Daggahbur is full of villages. None of these villages
exist. The only population who stand still in the Ogaden
are the dead. The road from Jijiga to Daggahbur is
sown with the stones of Somali burial grounds, no more.
Once past the cultivated land of Jijiga, ten kilometres
down the valley, the hills fall away on either side and it is
bush, thick bush, the whole of the way.

Undergrowth tangles the feet of the mimosas. Top-
heavy hornbills stick their beaks out of the scraggy branches.
At no point can one see more than fifty yards to right or
left of the road : I climbed a tree and saw for miles a
tortured grey sea of thorn, resistant to wind and sun.

Only seldom did we pass anything living. Three herds
of cattle plunging in the bush, and a dark, small-featured